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as things were, you were doomed to die a most appalling
death.'
'Illustrious Prince Achilles/ the soul ofAtreus' son replied,
(yours was the happy death, in Troy land far away from Argos,
with the flower of the Trojan and Achaean forces falling round
you in the battle for your corpse. There in a whirl of dust you
lay, great even in your fall, thinking no longer of a charioteer's
delights. And the whole day long we fought. Indeed we never
would have ceased had Zeus not stopped us with a storm. Then
we carried you off from the battlefield to the ships, cleaned your
fair flesh with warm water and unguents, and laid you on a bed.
Your countrymen gathered round you; hot tears were shed,
and many locks of hair were cut. Your mother, when she heard
the news, came up from the sea with the deathless Sea-Nymphs,
and a mysterious wailing rose from the waters. The whole army
was seized by panic and would have fled on board the ships, if
one man, Nestor, had not used his knowledge of our ancient
lore. And it was not the first time that his wisdom triumphed.
He came forward and checked them in his friendly way. "Halt,
Argives!" he shouted. "Achaeans, stand your ground! This is
Achilles' mother who has come out of the sea with her im-
mortal Nymphs to see her dead son's face." He stopped the
panic, and the troops plucked up their hearts. They saw the
Daughters of the Old Sea-god, dressed in the robes of immor-
tality and shedding bitter tears, take up their stand around your
corpse. The Nine Muses too were there, chanting your dirge in
sweet antiphony, till not a dry eye was to be seen in all the
Argive force, so poignant was the Muses' song.
* For seventeen, days and seventeen nights we mourned for
you, immortal gods and mortal men alike; and on the eighteenth
day we committed you to the flames, with a rich sacrifice of
fatted sheep and shambling cattle at your pyre. You were burnt
in the clothing of the gods, in lavish unguents and sweet honey;
and an armed company of Achaean nobles, on foot or in their
chariots, moved in procession round the pyre where you were
burning and filled the air with sound. When the sacred flames

